
The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

But 1 will delveone yardlselow their Mines, 

And blow them at the MOone : O ’tis moft fweet 
When in one line two crafts direftly meet. 

This man /ball fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this CounielJer 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifli prating'knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. 

Enin KirtgMAQ^een^’wiihRofencrAUs 
And Gdyldenfierne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaves. 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit we undefiland them ; 

Where is your fonne? 

(j^rr. Beftow this place ©n us a little w-hiJe. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have 1 leene to night ? • 

King. W hAvGertrArd^ how does Hamlet ? 
r.Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mighn’er in his lawlefte fit , 

Behind the Airas hearihg^lbmethirig ftir. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryesi Rat,a^ar, 

And in this brainifti apprehenfionidlls 
The unfeene good old man. 

King. O heavie deed! 

It hadbcenibwithushadwebeentftere, , 

His liberty is full of threats to all, ’ * ' 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be ahlwefed ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept ftiort,reftrain’d, and out of haunt 

This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would not underftand what was ntoft fit. 

But like the owner ofa fbufe difeafe. 

To keep it fro^ divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pithoflifej where is he gone? ' ‘ 

Cw.Todraw apart the body he hath killU 
wc wlwm his veiy madnefle, likefomc Ore 
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^r/ffce (/Dcttmarke. 

. j^onga minerall ofmetall bale, 

Sbewesit felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King- Certrard come away, 

■Rie Sunne no Iboner lhall the mountaines touch 

But we will ftiip him hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Guy Id- 

Both countenance and excule. Ho Guyldenfierne, 

Friends both,goe joine with you fome farther aide, 

Emlet in madnefle hath Pohnitu flaine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

(§oe feeke him out, Ipeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poyfoned Ihot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away, 
Mylbuleisfullofdilcordand difmay. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet y^Rofencram, And ethers. 

Ha.Sak!y flow’d : but lbftly,what noife ? who calls on Hamlet^ 
0 here they come. 

Rof W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ?. 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

Ref.leW us where 'tis, that we may takeit thence, 

Andbeareit to the Chappelh 
Ham. Doe not beleeve it» 

Ref. Beleeve what ? 

That I can keepe your connlell and not mine owne ; be* 
fides , to bee demanded of a fpungc , what replication Ihould bee 
wade by the Ibnne of a King } 

Takeyou me for a Ipunge my Lord ? 

I fir, that Pokes up the Bangs countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities tbutfuch Officers doethcKingbeft ferviceintheend, 
tnk an apple inthecomer ofhis jaw, firft mouth’d 

e aft wallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
t iqueefing you, and fpunge you lhall be dry againc. 

/j. Rof, 


